





















































Fishin’ Jimmy
those odd, limpid, green-gray eyes of
his which always seemed to reflect the
clear waters of mountain streams, and
sald very quietly: “You would n’t ask
me if I liked my mother—or my
wife.”  And he always spoke of his
pursuit as one speaks of something
very dear, very sacred. Part of his
story I learned from others, but most
of it from himself, bit by bit, as we
wandered together day by day in that
lovely hill-country. As I tell it over
again I seem to hear the rush of moun-
tain streams, the “sound of a going in
the tops of the trees,” the sweet, pen-
sive strain of white-throat sparrow, and
the plash of leaping trout; to see the
crystal-clear waters pouring over granite

rock, the wonderful purple light upon
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Fishin’ Jimmy
companied the unbelieving botanist and
myself to the spot; and there, looking
down through the sunlit water, we saw
great patches of that rare and long-lost
plant of the Crucifere known to science
as Subularia aquatica. For forty years
it had hidden itself away, growing and
blossoming and casting abroad its
" tiny seeds in its watery home, un-
seen, or at least unnoticed, by
B living soul, save by the
keen, soft, limpid

eyes of Fishin’
Jimmy.
And he
. knewthe

treesand

shrubs

so well:






Fishin’ Jimmy

light the ghostly white miller? Did
they know the comparative merits, as
a t’empting bait, of grasshopper, cricket,
spider, or wasp; and could they, with
bits of wool, tinsel, and feather, copy
the real dipterous, hymenopterous, or
orthopterous insect ?

And the birds: he knew them as
do few ornithologists, by sight, by
sound, by little ways and tricks
of their own, known only to them-
selves and him. The white-throat
sparrow with its sweet, far-reaching
chant ; the hermit-thrush with its chime
of bells in the calm summer twilight ;
the vesper-sparrow that ran before him
as he crossed the meadow, or sang for

hours, as he fished the stream, its
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Fishin’ Jimmy
I never knowed he was a min’ster ; he
did n’t look like one. He went about
like a real fisherman, with ole clo’es
an’ an ole hat with hooks_stuck in it,
an’ big rubber boots, st L an’ he
fished, reely fished, L2 %8
— ketched ’em. ‘I:‘

guess 't was that §

made me

liss’n -
a leetle {888
sharper |
’n us’al ;<=

Jfor I













. Fishin’ Jimmy
fixin’ up their tackle, an’ he asked ’em
if they’d jine him, too, an’ they jest
dropped all their things, an’ left the ole
man with the boat an’ the fish an’ the
bait an’ follered the preacher. I don’t
tell it very good. I’ve read it an’ read
it sence that; but I want to make ye
see how it sounded to me, how I took
it, as the min’ster telled it that summer
day in Francony meetin’. Ye see I’d
no idee who the story was about, the
man put it so plain, in common kind
o talk, without any come-to-passes an’
whuffers an’ thuffers, an’ I never con-
ceited 't was a Bible narr’tive.

“ An’ so fust thing I knowed I says
to myself, ¢ That’s the kind o’ teacher
I want. If I could come acrost a man
like that, I’d jest foller him, too,

through thick an’ thin. Well, I can’t
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Fishin’ Jimmy
fish-pole. Her dark face was bright
with interest and excitement as she took
her first lesson in the art of angling.
She jabbered and chattered in her odd
patois, he answered in broadest New
England dialect, but the two quite un-
derstood each other,and though Jimmy
said afterward that it was “dreffle to
hear her call the fish pois’n,” they were
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Fishin’ Jimmy

merciful to all. But his;

love for our dog Dash
became a passion, for Sig
Dash was an angler.
Who that ever‘saw him
sitting in the boat be-
side his master, watching
with eager eye and whole
body trembling with ex-
citement the line as it
was cast, the flies as they
touched the surface —
who can forget old Dash?
His fierce excitement at
rise of trout, the efforts§
at self-restraint, the dis-
appointment if the prey
escaped, the wild exulta-

tion if it was captured,
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Fishin’ Jimmy
mountain climbing, and their friends
were anxious. It was found that Dash
had followed them; and just as some
one was to be sent in search of them, a
bo‘y from the stables brought the infor-
mation that Fishin’ Jimmy had started
up the mountain after them as the
storm broke. ¢ Said if he could n’t be a
fisher o’ men, mebbe he knowed nuff to
ketch boys,” went on our informant,
seeing nothing more in the speech, full
of pathetic meaning to us who knew
him, than the idle talk of one whom
many considered “lackin’.”  Jimmy
was old now, and had of late grown
very feeble, and we did not like to
think of him out in that wild storm.
And now suddenly the lost boys them-

selves appeared through the opening in
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Fishin’ Jimmy
of a mass of rock, which looked like
amethyst or wine-red agate in that
marvellous evening light, the old man
was lying, and Dash was with him.
From the few faint words Jimmy could
then gasp out, the truth was gathered.
He had missed the boys, leaving the
path by which they had returned, and
while stumbling along in search of
them, feeble and weary, he had heard
far below a sound of distress. Look-
ing down over a steep, rocky ledge, he
had seen his friend and fishing com-
rade, old Dash, in sore trouble. Poor
Dash! He never dreamed of harming
his old friend, for he had a kind heart.
But he was a sad coward in some mat-
ters, and a very baby when frightened

and away from master and friends. So
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